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Indiana Gypsy 


Author's Notes: 
Eh. If you squint you can see the slash. Or Slash. Whatever. * * 


Last year, Izzy showed up on my doorstep. No fanfare, no announcement, not even a fucking car—just Izzy and 
a bag thrown over his shoulder. Just showed up on my doorstep after ten years of being lost. What, did he 
have to find himself? Fuck that. You can't find anything in fucking Indiana. He should have known that. 


But anyways, there he was standing on the sidewalk like the fucking gypsy he is, like I'd let he back in, welcome 
him with open arms. After he left me. After he fucking eff me. And | say, fuck you, bitch, no one leaves Axl 


Rose. 

No one leaves Axl Rose-I leave you. So | left him. | ignored him, didn't let him in. A bastardly, cowardly move 
but | did it. He stood there for awhile just looking at my front gate. He looked.. He looked like a fucking lost 
puppy, that's what he looked like! A fucking lost puppy. 


„A puppy that didn't care if his master came home or not. Izzy didn't care. Did he ever care? | think so. Once. 


I'm such a fuck-up.. He looked really good. 


Then he just shrugged his shoulders and walked away. Fuck you, Izzy. | didn't need you either. Go fuck yourself 
in Indiana! You and Slash and Duff and.. 


| know they tried to keep me from doing what | needed to do. Tried to keep me from making Guns all it should 
be. They tried to keep me from being me. 


Except maybe Duff. Duff never got in my way-not until the end. And, in the end, | couldn't really have 
expected Duff to stay-not after his whiny, bitch-ass mulatto girlfriend decided to quit. If anything lim amazed 
that he stayed as long as he did. Duff was never really a strong person, you know. Constitutionally. Maybe 
that's why his pancreas exploded and no one else's did. His body couldn't handle it-his will couldn't. 


And so Izzy showed up on my doorstep and | turned him away like the dog he is. He didn't..didn't.. And | was 
flipping through the channels one night after that and guess who | saw? Care. He didn't care.. Slash! Yeah, | saw 
Slash. Acting like a fucking moron with fucking Space Ghost! | mean, what the hell? Here he is, I've given him 
everything and he just pisses it all away. Space Ghost? First Michael Jackson and now Space Ghost? Who's next, 
Brittney fucking Spears? So | didn't watch for long. | couldn't stand watching him embarrass himself like that. 


So why didn't he care? 


He should have banged at those gates, screamed at me-told me to go to Hell. But he just shrugged. What the 
fuck did that mean, Izzy? You finally decide to just ‘drop irt after ten years and when | won't let you in, you 
just shrug? Fuck you. And why should | have let you in anyway? You left me. 


And Duff's doing all this fucking punk shit. One thing about the guy-he always knew where his roots were. 
Even when he was too fucked up to say anything remotely coherent. | stood behind that guy and he.. No, he 
didn't leave me, not really, not like Izzy. Duff was just running towards Slash. Even if it took him a long fucking 
time to find the guy. How long does it take to find one drunk guitarist in a top hat anyway? Took Duff about 
three years. Slash must have trained in the Izzy Stradlin School of Disappearing when you fucking need him in 
order for Duff not to trip over the guy. Izzy was always good at disappearing when you needed him. Okay. He 


used to not be. | could always- 


Matt's been trying to chew on me too, but what the fuck do | care? He was never a part of Guns N' Roses, 
never a friend-he was just a fucking employee, a piece of shit whose ego got too fucking big for his position. 
What the fuck right does he think he have to bad mouth me? Just wear your fucking vest and go sit behind 
Slash. 


Slash-he'll whore himself out for anybody, won't he? Lenny Kravitz, Bob Dylan, Michael Jackson, fucking Space 
Ghost.. The first two, okay, maybe-Lenny's always had a thing with Slash ever since their fucking high school 
days-and | do mean fucking-and Bob Dylan's a fucking legend, | guess. He's never played with Elton John, 
though, now has he? No! 


| really wonder about Slash, though. How could he be on his second wife-fuck, how could he have a kid when he 
spends all his fucking free time chasing after guys? But the media never noticed that, did they? No. Guess who 
he has to thank for that one, not that he ever will? Would have fucking ruined his career. But now? Now he 
could fucking french Duff on stage and everyone would just shrug and say "It's Slash" like he couldn't ever do 
anything wrong. It's always fucking Axl's fault. Well fuck them! No it's not! | mean, Jesus, Steven, Duff, Lenny 
fucking Kravitz, m- 

Izzy left me. What right does he have to show up on my doorstep and expect me to take him back. Fuck him. 
Fuck you Izzy Stradlin. You don't mean anything to me. You left me and then you had to come crawling back. 
But then you shrugged and turned away. 

Slash didn't shrug and turn away. Slash threw me into the wall and turned away. 

Duff just turned away. Said he was sorry and left. 


Fuck you all. | don't need you. | don't need any of you, never did. I'll prove it. 


Steven was mad when | left him, when Guns N' Roses left him. He fought. It mattered to him. | mattered to 
him. He didn't shrug and turn away. 


But thats what Izzy did. 


Should | have run out to him, screamed at him? No. That would have been playing his game. And Izzy doesn't 


play-/don't play Izzy's games. You don't leave me. No one leaves me. 


After ten years, l'm not going to rush out and hold him like a long lost friend. It was his own damn fault he 
was lost. | didn't want him to leave, he did. It's not my fault he doesn't like roots, that he resents people that 
love him. They tie him down, you know, so he has to cut them off so he can be free. Like a fucking gypsy. A 
fucking Indiana gypsy. 


Who shrugs and turns away. 


